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"In one of the books I read, I came across the expres-
sion 'a meaningless life'. And I understood it at once. I
know only too well what sort of a life that is—the meail-
ings are there, but all disconnected—like sheep without a
shepherd. That's what a meaningless life is. I'd run away
from it without once looking back if I could. You feel so
miserable when you understand things."
The mother could see this misery in the dry shine of
her green eyes and in her pinched face, and she heard it
in her voice. She wanted to comfort her.
"But you already see the way out, my dear...."
"That's not enough. You have to know how,"
interrupted Tatyana softly. "Well, your bed's
ready,"
She went over to the stove and stood there without
speaking—solemn, erect, thoughtful. The mother lay down
in her clothes. Her body ached so with weariness that she
let out a little moan. Tatyana turned down the lamp, and
when the hut was filled with darkness she began to speak
in low, even tones. Her voice seemed to be wiping some-
thing off the flat face of the darkness,
"I see you don't pray. I don't believe in God either. Or
in miracles."
The mother turned over on her side. The fathomless
darkness stared straight at her through the window, And
little sounds, little stirrings, crept through the silence. She
answered Tatyana fearfully, almost in a whisper:
"As for God—I'm not sure. But I believe in Christ. I
believe in His words: 'Love thy neighbour as thyself/ I
believe in that."
Tatyana remained silent. The mother could make out
the vague outline of her straight figure, grey against the
blackness of the stove. She, stood motionless. The mother
closed her eyes sorrowfully. Suddenly she heard the wo-
man say coldly, "I can never forgive God or man for the
death of my children. Never!"
Pelagca raised herself anxiously, her soul keen to the
pain behind the words.

